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In the beer-hall, e'en he who gave us these rings,
That we for the war-gear one while would pay,
If unto him thislike need e'er should befall,
For these helms and hard swords.    So he chose

us from host

To this faring of war by his very own will,
Of glories he minded us, and gave me these gems

here,

Whereas us of gar-warriors he counted for good,
And bold bearers of helms.    Though our lord

e'en for us                                                    2641

This work of all might was of mind all alone
Himself to be framing, the herd of the folk,
Whereas most of all men  he   hath  mightiness

framed,

Of deeds of all daring, yet now is the day come
Whereon to our man-lord behoveth the main
Of good battle-warriors; so thereunto wend we,
And help we the host-chief, whiles that the heat be,
The gleed-terror grim.    Now of me wotteth God
That to me is much liefer that that, my lyke-

body,                                                             2650

With my giver of gold the gleed should engrip.
Unmeet it methinketh that we shields should bear
Back unto our own home, unless we may erst
The foe fell adown and the life-days defend
Of the king of the Weders.    Well wot I hereof